PART x: 1784
told us, that Dr Brocklesby had upon this occasion offered
him a hundred a year for his life. A grateful tear started into
his eye, as he spoke this in a faultering tone.
Sir Joshua and I endeavoured to flatter his imagination
with agreeable prospects of happiness in Italy. 'Nay, (said
he,) I must not expect much of that; when a man goes to
Italy merely to feel how he breathes the air, he can enjoy
very little.'
Our conversation turned upon living in the country, which
Johnson, whose melancholy mind required the dissipation
of quick successive variety, had habituated himself to con-
sider as a kind of mental imprisonment. Tet, Sir, (said I,)
there are many people who are content to live in the coun-
try.3 JOHNSON. 'Sir, it is in the intellectual world as in the
physical world; we are told by natural philosophers that a
body is at rest in the place that is fit for it; they who are
content to live in the country, are fit for the country.'
I accompanied him in Sir Joshua Reynolds* s coach, to the
entry of Bolt-court. He asked me whether I would not go
with him to his house; I declined it, from an apprehension
that my spirits would sink. We bade adieu to each other
affectionately in the carriage. When he had got down upon
the foot-pavement, he called out, Tare you well;' and with-
out looking back, sprung away with a kind of pathetick
briskness, if I may use that expression, which seemed to in-
dicate a struggle to conceal uneasiness, and impressed me
with a foreboding of our long, long separation.
Soon after this time Dr Johnson had the mortification of
being informed by Mrs Thrale, that, 'what she supposed he
never believed,9 was true; namely, that she was actually
going to marry Signor Piozzi, an Italian musick-master. He
endeavoured to prevent it; but in vain. If she would publish
the whole of the correspondence that passed between Dr
Johnson and her on the subject, we should have a full view
of his real sentiments.6 As it is, our judgement must be biassed
by that characteristick specimen which Sir John Hawkins
has given us : 'Poor Thrale! I thought that either her virtue
or her vice would have restrained her from such a marriage.
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